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drawn it and turned the handle the door flew open with such
a swing that it flung her against the wall and dashed Old Funky
against her. She pushed him aside, however, and using all her
strength got the thing shut and bolted.
As she did this the image of Nance rose up before her, but
she said to herself: "She must have gone to Jenny's. It must
have begun before she started."
"Come then," she said crossly. "Come in, now you're here!"
Mr. Urgan seemed too dazed to notice her crossness. He
stood leaning against the wall recovering his breath, and fum-
bling, so it seemed to her, in an attempt to get something out
from some inside pocket.
"Come in, now you're here," she repeated; and he followed
her into the room.
He showed signs of suspicious alarm when he saw Uryen
staring at him from above the object clutched in his hands.
But Wizzie's nerves rendered her desperate and shameless.
"This is Lovie's father/' she cried in an unnaturally high-
pitched voice: "come to ask how his child is getting on."
But Uryen only nodded. Then he seemed to realize that
something was required of him, and with a curious stiffening
of his ravaged visage till it resumed something of its normal
dignity he forced himself to speak quietly and naturally.
"I'm—not,'* he said, in a low far-away tone, like the voice
of a living soul concealed behind a mask of decomposition-
"Fm—not—myself—just now. Don't mind—talking—busi-
ness—you two. I'm—not—very—well—to-day. Take—no—
notice—of me."
This said, his whole countenance seemed to change befon
their eyes, becoming like the face of that "Ancient Anarch" sc
eloquently described by Milton; until, quite relapsed into his
former condition, he fell to murmuring to himself, and finall}
to cuddling upon his lap the object that gave him such strange
comfort.
The alarming noises in the roof above her, the tornado oJ
wind and rain, her heart-sick consciousness of Uryen's condi-
tion, made the presence of this dripping figure, under whos<
boots little pools were forming on the carpet, of less conse-
quence to Wizzie than if he had been Lovie's doll. But it wai
not like a doll that he looked.
Never had Mr. Benjamin Urgan so closely resembled \

